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up the hill-side all around us and opening out now
and again a d&tant view of the far-famed Yosemite
Valley hundreds of feet below us. Once we reached
the top we made straight for the Tuolumne Grove
of Big Trees. The giants presently came in sight and
one of them stood like the Colossus of old astride our
road and we drove through its tunnelled trunk and
were next moment in the midst of the Grove itself.
The girth and height of most of these trees were
really astonishing, but even these looked comparative
pigmies before the extraordinary size of the famous
" Dead Giant." So enormous, indeed, was it that
some of our party who climbed up its fallen trunk
by means of a series of ladders and landing-stages,
looked from a distance little more than flies crawling
over the side of a big barrel. The Sequoia gigantea
is by no means a handsome tree. Its trunk gradually
tapers as it soars up and bifurcates near the top,
which bears very small and insignificant leaves. The
baby sequoia lies in its swaddling-clothes for a
hundred years and takes some fifteen hundred years
more to attain its majority, and under favourable
circumstances it seldom begins to age till it has
passed its three thousandth year. This is what a
local biologist told me. I suppose he must have
possessed some kind of psychometric power to have
come by so much valuable information of the past
ages. Anyhow, in their age more than in their size
lies the value of these big trees. They appeal more
to our imagination than to our eye, for they are
undoubtedly the oldest living organisms on the face
of the earth. Many of them must have been fat big